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On the shiny-fleck'd floor thereof trod forth the

fiend;
On went he then mood-wroth, and out from his

eyes stood

Likest to fire-flame light full unfair.
In the high house beheld he a many of warriors,
A host of men sib all sleeping together,
Of man-warriors a heap;   then  laugh'd out his

mood;                                                          730

In mind deem'd he to sunder, or ever came day,
The monster, the fell one, from each of the men

there

The life from the body; for befell him a boding
Of fulfilment of feeding: but weird now it was

not

That he any more of mankind thenceforward
Should eat, that night over.    Huge evil beheld

then

The Hygelac's kinsman, and how the foul scather
All with his fear-grips would fare there before

him;

How never the monster was minded to tarry,
For speedily gat he, and at the first stour,        740
A warrior a-sleeping, and unaware slit him,
Bit his bone-coffer, drank blood a-streaming,
Great  gobbets  swallow'd  in;  thenceforth  soon

had he